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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 
NEW LIFE 

WITH CHILD 

Ah, I am heavy now and patient, 

Moving as the dumb, tamed animals move, ploddingly, 

Burdened, burdened; 

Knowing ahead of me the iron pain — yet am I dumb and 

patient. 
A stillness is thick and heavy upon me . . . 
Waiting . . . 

Inevitably you unfold within me. 
Sudden I am smitten with terror — 
How shall I carry the burden of a soul! 

ATTACK 

My nerves are riding a race-horse. 

I shall storm, storm through the gates o-f pain, I shall win 

victory. 
Huzzah, I am coming! 
I shall shatter the gates of pain, 
I shall go hurtling through pain! 
I am riding, riding. . . . 

THE MOMENT 

They have me again in the birth-room, 
Where all night long I lay in a rhythm of agony, 
Horrible hell-rhythm of birth-giving! 
Pain . . . 
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A gasping cessation 
Pain. . . . 



How I loathe the white nurses! 

Yet they too are women, 

They too . . . are women . . . 

I should be sorry ... for women. . . 

AFTERWARDS 

There is a single white, sweet star in the sky. 
It is afloat in illimitable peace. 
I have achieved it, I have set it in the sky — 
My baby! 

WITHIN MY ARMS 

♦ 

Little tugger, 

Little drawer of milk, 

Feeding from me as your life drew through mine in the 

darkness, 
What flows again from you to me, seeker? 
Currents are about us . . . 
Do you think it you tugging, 
My breast that is being tugged! 
Ah, little beloved, 
We do not know rightly 
In what stream we are drifting! 

Florence Kiper Frank 
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